


. Tbemoft lamentable Tragedy 

£Jow afore God this holy reverend Frier 
AlJourwhdcOtyis much bound to bi ^ 

~ Nurfe ; wiU you goc with me, into my ciofet 

Tohelpernelort fuch needfull ornaments * 

A ' l°, a C vT inkc fit . to furnifl > to morrow ? 

F r^wT thl ? r [ d u a y ’ t ^ lcre 1S time enough. 

FW.Go Nurfe,goe with her,wce’Jl to Church to morrow. 

Mo. We fhall be fliorc in our privifion, ***** ’ 

1 is now nesre night. 

/Vr.Tufli, I will ftirre about. 

And all things {hall be well,i warrant thee wife. 

Goe thow to Juliet, belpe to decke up her : 
lie not to bed to night , let me alone, 

• P ,a y the hufwife for this once. What ho a 
They are allforth melljwill walkemyTelfo 
To County Parts, to prepare up him 

wScr™ 1 m & m is w °ndrous light. 

Since this lame wayward girle is fo reclaim’d. 5 

7 / t t, r - Eftttr J uliet ‘‘"‘iNtfrfe' 5 *™™ ’ 

jut. I, thole attires arebeft font gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leave me to my lelfe to night. 

For I have need of many Oriions, 

To move the heayens to fmile upon my ftace, 

Which well thou knovv’ft is cro/Te and full of/inne. 

, , , Enter Maher.. 

^/'NlM t 2 eyo “ b L" ficho?n ' ed y 0 “ m y | '=¥? 

As are behoovefull for onr /fare to morrow : 
bo pleafeyon let me now be left alone. 

And let the Nurfethis night fit up with you. 

Mo. Goodnight, 

Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. 

Exeunt, 

M / 


of Romeo W Juliet. 

Jul. Farewell, God knowes when we fhall meet againe 
I have a faint cold feare thrills through my veines, 

That almoft freezes up the heat of life : 

He call them backe againe to comfort me. 

Nurfe : what fhould me doe heare • 

My difmall Scene I needs muft a£f alone. 

Come Viall : what if this mixture doe not worke at all ? 
Shall I be married then to morrow morning ? 

No, no, this fhall forbid it, lye thou there. 

What ifit be a poyfon which the Frier 
Subcilly hath miniftred to have me dead. 

Left in this marriage he fhould be difhonour’d, 

Becaufe he married me before to Romeo? 

I feare it is; and yet me thinks it fhould not, , 

For he hath ftill beene tryed an holy man. 

How if when lam laid into the tombe, ■ 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeeme me ? there’s a fearfull point, 

Shall I not then be ftifled in the Vault, 

To whofe foulc mouth no healthlbme aire breaths in, , 
And there dye ftrangled ere m y, Romeo comes ? 

Or if I live, is it not very like 

The horrible conceit of death and night. 

Together with the terror of the place, 

As in a Vault , an ancient receptacle. 

Where for thele many hundred yeeres the bones 
Of all my. buried ancefters are packt ; 

W here blood y Tib alt, yet but greene in earth. 

Lies feftring in his fhrowd ; where, as they fay, . 

At feme boures in the night lpirits refort : 

Alacke, alacke,it is not like that I 
Soearly waking, what with .loathlbme fmells. 

And fhrikes like mandrakes torne out of the earth, , 
That living mortalls hearing them runne mad: 

Or if I wake, fhall I not be diftraught, 

(Invironed with all thele hideous foares.) 

And madly play with my forefathers joints 
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